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Tell me what you think... 


You know l'm a dreamer 


"Mikki! Nikki! Your singer's dead." 


"What?" 


"Vince died in a car crash." 


Nikki Sixx was walking off the plane when this guy in blue jumper ran to tell hm the news He felt odd, not the 
usual "my minds blank" feeling, but a feeling like his head was filled with various stuff, it was just that he couldn't 
fell what they were. He could even see Vince running to him, thourgh this big, faceless crowd, slightly (almost shyly, 


which was quite uncommon of him) smiled, tugged at his index finger before disappearing again 


He felt the support from behind, only then he noticed himself falling He stood up straight. Hs knees were a bit 
weak, but it was stil okay for him fo stand. Of course it was Robin Crosby. Robin asked "What's up, dude?" And he 
heard himself saying "No. | don't know, either." 


The cool breeze calmed him down a little. When he walked into the hall, he decided he needed a phone. He needed 
fo call their manager, whom would fell him it wasnt true, which was out of question But that very phone was out 


of sight. When he eventually got to one, he had found out that the receiver was cut off. 


Yes, it wasn't there. He felt a bit funny, and looked around. And all of a sudden, he found the hall filled with cut 
off phones.. 


That dream. Again. 


Nikki got up from the couch. 


His whole body was aching. This was definitely not the best place for a nap. Someday, maybe just someday, he 
would put a bed in the sitting-room. 


It was already dark outside. Nikki glanced at the blinking digital clock on the top of tv-set, it said "8:25". He was 
too tired, or too lazy, to move, so he stayed there. Too dark to see a thing. He sat there with lights off, 


feeling uncomfortable but unwilling to change his situation, letting his mind wander wherever it wanted to go. 


Finally, after rhyming "kiss" with "piss", he began wondering about the dream he had just now. He had been 
dreaming this shit for two months, ever after it really happened. Now, Nikki told himself, what the fuck is 
this? Sounded like he was after him or shit like that, which he totally wasn't. Besides, that fucker's alive. 


Yeah. Nikki assured himself. He's alive. He was still hopping around lively, and would be hopping around lively for 
another ten years, before he got too big for it. Nikki decided he would like to think about something else, 
pretty girls and stuff. 


The doorbell rang. 


He restrained himself from yelling "who the fuck?", kept silent instead, pretending there was no one in. Whoever 
it was he came at the wrong time, the time when Nikki Sixx was nobody, having a headache and not feeling like 


answering the door. He just sat like a figure of Buddha. 


But it kept ringing, which showed whoever it was, he obviously didn't care too much about Nikki Sixx's feelings. 
So the Great Nikki Sixx stood up, tripping at a chair. 


"Who the fuck?" 


And he already knew what was coming -"Me."- whoever it was they would fucking just say "me". Like he knew 


who it was, "me". Damn. He looked through the peephole, didn't make out a thing. 


"Its me, Nikki." 


He sighed irritatedly, openning the door. 


"Yeah. Whatever." 


And the guy standing at the door saw a quite different Nikki Sixx from what we usually see. The Nikki Sixx in a 


vest, a pair of sweaty shorts, slippers and a hairdo like some bird's nest. Nikki did not know who he was, then 


he decided he must be a bodyguard or of that kind, for he was big. 


And he had this blonde and tanned mess on his left shoulder. The big guy took a step in, threw Vince on the 
carpet, ready to go. 


"Wait." 


The bodyguard-dude eyed him coldly. 


"What? He had been drinking again" 


"Yeah, | know, | know.. why don't you bring him to, um, say, Tommy?" 


“Tommy said he's busy. : 


Fine. Like | didn't get busy anymore. Nikki thought, staring at the mess on his carpet, which was perfectly still. 
That was not fair. Why should he always do the babysitter? 


But the guy had gone, and the only choice he had was to close the door behind him. He considered for a 
moment whether to throw Vince outside or not, then sighed again and banged the door, before kicking him on 


the stomach. 


"Get up.. Get the fuck up!" 


The later just squirmed and murmured something, then lay still again like a dead animal. Nikki gave him another 
kick, no response. He roughly took his arm and dragged him to the bathroom, where he tugged his head under 
the tap. 


Water ran out furiously. There was a few seconds before Nikki realised it was hot water, which was almost 
boiling. He changed it at once, this time it was icy, and Vince finally woke up. He shook his head in the manner 
of a soaked through puppy. 


" Fuck" 


He swore through his teeth, stayed still. Fists clenthing beside him, eyes tightly shut. Nikki looked at him, 
shrugged and handed him a towel, which looked more like a mop. Without looking up, he grabbed it and buried 
his flushing face into it. 


"Um... sorry, man. | mean, the water." 


"Whatever." 


Vince eventually got up, rolled his eyes and threw the towel behind him. It flew directly to the tub and hung 
there. Nikki was standing in the doorway, looking at him with an raised eyebrow. Vince squeezed him, trying to 
get out. Failed. 


"Let me go." 


In fact, Nikki just didn't know why he was keeping him. Sure as hell he had wanted him to go. He was going to 


send him anywhere possible, anywhere but here, anyone but him. 


But it just so happened that he didn't do that. He made the most idiotic answer instead. 


"Nah. You're going to drink again." 


Like you fucking care." 


His teech grinding. Nikki eyed him for a moment. He was now literally hanging on Nikki's left arm, struggling in 
vain, kicking, almost biting. That made him looked like a puppy more, Nikki thought in a sick kind of amusement. 


And then all of a sudden, he grew so tired. This feeling of tiresome and boredom rushed in. He didn't even want 


to move. He stood woodenly. 


"Actually, | do." 


Vince shut his eyes. His fists tightened around Nikki's collar. He stayed still. 


They stayed still 


It felt almost an eternity before Vince finally let go and backed off. He didn't look at him. He turned around. 


| need to use your bathroom." 


Warm water ran down his body. 


He almost could not feel himself in it. He felt as if he was lost, as if he wasn't here. No, he wasn't in this small 
and dark and scaring bathroom. He was somewhere else. Somewhere good. Somewhere he could just stop 


thinking about things he had gone through. So comfortable, and so numb. 


His hair was wet from before, dripping water, he glanced at the shelf, eyes half-closed (the water was running 


down his face), grabbed a can of shampoo. He looked at it, milk flavour. 


Whatever. 


Couldn't think of anything better to do, he washed his hair gently. The sweet scent of milk filled the room. He 
could well remember there was a time he stuck to some kind of shampoo. Always the same smell. When he 


was so young, he always smelled of Vanilla. Now he just couldn't give a fuck. He wasn't that young anymore. 


He stopped thinking, closed his eyes. Minutes ago he had wanted to cry. Now he was alright, just a little bit 
quiet and off. 


And he felt dizzy. Was it the steam or was he really drunk? He didn't drink much. He passed out just because 
they hit him on the head. Those bastards. 


But now he wished he was drunk He wished he could fall asleep right here and right now. 


And never woke up. 


When it was all done, he grabbed a random bathrobe and got out of there. 


„It was a long time ago. It was the time when he was extremely young. He was only sixteen, 


A fine afternoon in September. Sun shining sweetly, cool breeze brushing his hair,caressing his cheeks. It had the 


warm and dry smell of vanilla 


He had his hair redone that day. It had been crimped, then he had it straight and all fluffy. He looked at the mirror, 
saw a young and careless face. t was him. He felt happy and went out of there. 


That day he was back from surfing By the highway, he sat on the railing, swinging his legs in a wilful manner. One 
of his partners gave him an ice-cream. Strawberry. He bit on it, feeling the sour coldness on his tongue. Hs teeth 
went numb, 


A car stopped by him. 


‘Nah. Im not a hot school girl with big boobs" He explained, smiling "Im the killer of hot school girls with big boobs." 


The guy patted him on the face, went on driving He waved to hm before jumping down onto the ground White 
sneakers. White jeans 


He turned around 


The sitting-room was still dark, only dimly lighted by the television, which was playing some animal world kind 
of stuff. Vince couldn't see Nikki when he got there. He took a step forward, feeling a bit uneasy. Where had he 


gone? 


Then he saw the guy crawling on the floor. 


"The fuck you're doing?" 


Nikki didn't get up. He waved him off impatiently, looking into under the couch with a lighter in one hand. 


"Looking for the fucking remote. Help me out, dude. Damn, we can’ be watching this the whole night. " 


Vince walked to him, bended over, feeling blood rushing to his head. 


He looked into behind the couch. 


"No... | can't see it" 


Vince said, wondering why he had done that. He wasn't interested in the television anyway, just wanted a 


fucking bed. He stood up and sat on the couch. Too tired. He thought. His limbs did not seem his anymore. 


Vince lay down on it soundlessly, closed his eyes. 


Nikki got up, too, after some moment. Cursing. 


"Can't find it... fuck." 


It was too dark now. He had turned the tv off. Now it was only the neon light that was coming from the 


window. It took him a few moments to see Vince. 


He looked as if he was dead. All quiet and did not seem "Vince" anymore. He lay there, not talking, yelling around, 
hopping like a mad rabbit. He just lay there silently. That made Nikki thought of the dream he had been having 
these days. 


That made him scared. All of a sudden, he was more scared then he ever had been all this life. He never 


scared of anything. He never scared of losing, for he had nothing to lose. 


But now, he felt as if he couldn't get on. If this guy--now lying on his couch, breathing softly-Thank God-if he 


really died, he could never get on 


Nikki shut his eyes, only to open them again. He shook Vince's shoulders violently. 


"Come on. Get up." 


Vince made a little noise, buried his face deeper. his hair had made the couch wet. Nikki dragged him up. 


" Fuck off..." 


Vince murmured. His voice sounded annoyed. Eyes still close, he struggled lightly. Nikki felt relief, he just had to 


wake him. 


"Your hair's still wet." 


Vince had forced himself to open his eyes. God, that was hard. 


" So what?" 


"Gonna have a headache tomorrow. You like that?" 
"| don't care." And he was ready to lie down again, "God, You sound like a fucking Mom." 
‘Maybe | am." 


They stared at each other for a few seconds. Then Nikki sighed and turned away. 


"lIl get you a hair drier." He told him, "You stay here. Don't move." 


He didn't move. He sat perfectly still, like a doll. Very, very quiet. 


"You're wearing some girl's bathrobe, you know that?" 


Nikki asked, after he came back with a hair-drier and a flashlight in each hand, "Some girl used to come. She 
left it here. " 


"No." Vince said, feebly, "No." 


"IFs pink." 


Vince looked down at it. It was too dark to see. Or he was too tired. He narrowed his eyes trying to tell the 


colour. 


"Whatever." 


It was pink. He saw it, or he thought himself saw it. It was a little short, revealing his knees. Nikki sat down 
beside him, handing him the hair drier. 


Vince did not look at him, yawning. Nikki sighed again 


"Turn around.” 


He finched when his fingertips touched Vince's hair. It was so soft. Too soft he almost could not feel it. He 
began drying it. Or rather, he began trying to dry it, for he hadn't ever dried anyone's hair. Not even his own. 


And he felt as if it would take an eternity. To dry one's hair. Vince was (unusually) being a good boy, tilting his 


head every now and then to let him work. 


Then suddenly, he began to talk. 


"I'd rather be the dead one. You know that? The dead one. " 


He said dreamily. Nikki's heart swelled. 


--No. Don't talk about death that way, kid. You don't have the right to talk about death that way- 


That easi ly. 


But if he had died... 


Just thinking about it, and that feeling came back, flooding him. What was it? 


Then a wild thought struck him. 


He knew he could never tell. He knew it. 


Was it the darkness? Was it some kind of sudden madness? Or... was it what they call love? 


No. He could never tell it. 


Or maybe, they were exactly the same things. 


Vince did not notice his silence, went on talking. 


" But really. | don't think it's that much of my fault... do you?" 


He knew by now. Vince was really drunk, cheeks burning, eyes red, but dry. He turned to him, looking at him, as 


if he was searching for an answer. 


He had eyes like a little rabbit. Gentle and pure, and with a touch of moody, a little bit confused. 


Nikki felt as if he could not hold on anymore. He grabbed him by the wrist and crashed their lips together. 


Eagerly, he searched for his tongue. Vince had his lips parted. And no, he wasn't resisting. Maybe he was too 
surprise to do anything. Maybe he was just tired, but he didn't resist. He seemed to waited for a moment, 
then closed his eyes, when Nikki eventually touched the tip of his tongue. They didn't really tangle together, 
just tips touching. 


Then he broke off. 


"No.." after a few seconds, Vince started, quietly, "no, we shouldn't be doing this. | mean, I'm drunk now. I'l 


punch you tomorrow." 


But Nikki did not let go of him. Instead, he held him tighter, clutching at his shoulders. 


"You'll not punch me." He told him, "You know it. Don't fucking make excuses. You're doing this because you 


want to." 


Vince backed off a little, to look up at him, a little bit surprised. 


Then he sighed into his shoulder. 


They kissed again. This time almost passionately, breathe exchanging. Vince stayed quiet all the time, when the 
kiss broke, he bit on his lower lip. The bathrobe slipped off, baring his shoulders. Nikki made his way down to it, 
feeling the pulse on his lips. That almost brought tears to his eyes. 


And he gripped him by the waist, getting rid of that pink robe. Nikki could hardly believe it. 


Vince wasn't all that skinny, but he felt so little. He had this feeling that he was little more than a kid. Those 
callused small fingers, they were not beautiful, yet they had that strange kind of loveliness in them. Nikki had 


to kiss them each carefully. He kissed his palm, the vein on his wrist. Vince whimpered softly. 


"Shut up." 


And they were already on the carpet. Vince looked up at the ceiling, then closed his eyes, before a soft moan 


escaped from his mouth. 


He shut him up. 


"Mikki." 


".. Your singer's dead." 


"Yes, Vince died" 


Nikki always thought, Was it the way he looked at him?.. 


He could well remember one day, when it was raining, his limo driver was ill, so he had to pick up Vince by himself. 


it was dusk. Vince was standing under a street lamp, waiting for him. Beads of rain covered his fluffy hair. He was 
wearing something suspiciously close to a dress, which made him almost looked like a little princess. 


„Youre looking in the wrong direction, baga 


Then finally, he saw him. He skipped on the water, made a face, before eventually jumping onto the car. 


5 


His head wasn't aching. It felt light, and incredibly good. 


Sunlight went through the window. Vince opened his eyes, closed it again, unwilling to get up. It was so warm in 
there, he wrapped himself up in the bundle of blanket. Only revealing his eyes, looking around, like some kind of 
troglobite. 


Then he heard that lazy, drawling voice from behind. 
"Gonna punch me now?" 


Vince turned around, still not revealing his mouth. he looked up, shut his eyes in that boyish manner of him. 


Nikki smiled and reached for his hair. 
"Not now, " he eventually said, voice muffled, "not now. But we'll see, after | have brushed me teeth." 


Nikki could tell. He was laughing inside. Vince just looked at him with those big hazel eyes, and his eyes were 
smiling. What kind of eyes were those? They could do all kinds of expressions. You name it. 


He thought with a sigh. --God, I'm really mad-- But now he understood it. They were the same things. 


And now, when he was looking at Vince.. it seemed that they had been together for a very long time. They 
weren't Nikki Sixx and Vince Neil anymore. They were just two dumb little kids, trying to make their dream 
come true. It seemed that they had been together all this life, never grew apart. 


He let this imagination ran him over. 


"You'll have to get up now, lazy kid. Then you can catch some lunch." 


Vince blinked. "What time is it?" 


"Half past one." 


He seemed a bit confused at first, before suddenly realising and jumped up, running to the bathroom. Nikki 


followed. 


"What don't you wake me earlier? God, they'll kill mel." 


He hurriedly squeezed the toothpaste, getting some onto his hand. Nikki stood at the doorway, looking at him, 


smiling. 


He was naked. 


He wrote a song It was so beautiful that it did not seem "his" But it was his song, and it went like this: 


"You know that | seem 
To have romantic dreams. 
Up in light 


Falling off the silver screen." 


And then one day, Vince grew curious about that. He asked:"Dude, Im wondering, what do you mean by ‘romantic 


dreams?" 


Nikki put him on his lap, told him slowly. He talked about flowers, little white house, a long river and the sun. And 
Vince was dumb, because he dd not realised what it was all about until he heard the word "fuck". It was exactly 


what we called "sexual fantasies" 


That was a really cold day. They never could have sun and flowers, not to mention a little white house. 


But they stayed indoors the whole day long, trying to make all those romantic dreams tum into reality. 


-fin- 


So there.. it's really short. Hm, but this is the ending | had been thinking about. And | rather liked it myself... | 
have a finished fic! @__@ Dunno if | made the point clear. The "you know l'm a dreamer" point. *sigh* 


That's it. I'm off. Tomorrow is the fucking military training, so | won't be back in a week. Gee. 


Thank you for reading it. 


